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fallen, the seas were more deliberate ; there came
a suffusion of thin sunlight, insufficient and too
late to expand our outlook, for the night began to
fill the hollows of the Dogger almost at once, and
soon there was nothing to be seen but the glimmer
of breaking waves*

There is nothing to be done with an adventure
which has become a misprise than to enjoy it that
way instead. What did I care when they com-
plained at breakfast of the waste of rockets the
night before ? What did that matter to me when
the skylight above our morning coffee was open
at last, really open ? Fine weather for December!
Across that patch of blue, which was a peep into
eternity, I saw drift a bird as white as sanctity.
And did it matter if the imprints on our table-
cloth of negroes' thumbs were more numerous
and patent than ever, in such a light ? Not in the
least. For I myself had long since given up
washing, as a laborious and unsatisfactory process,
and was then cutting up cake tobacco with the
rapture of an acolyte preparing the incense.
If this was what was meant by getting lost on the